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So to Beowulf was it when the burg's ward he

sought,

For the hate of the weapons : he himself knew not
Wherethrough  forsooth  his  world's   sundering

should be.

So until Doomsday they cursed it deeply,
Those  princes  the dread, who  erst  there  had

done it,

That that man should be of sins never sackless,
A-hoppled in shrines, in hell-bonds fast set,    3071
With plague-spots be punish'd, who that plain

should plunder.
But naught gold-greedy was he, more gladly had

he
The grace of the Owner erst gotten to see.

Now spake out Wiglaf, that son was of Weoh-

stan:

Oft shall many an earl for the will but of one
Dree the wrack, as to us even now is befallen:
Nowise might we learn the lief lord of us,
The herd of the realm, any of rede,
That he should   not  go greet  that warder  of

gold,                                                              3080

But let him live yet, whereas long he was lying,
And wonne in his wicks until the world's ending;
But he held to high weird and the hoard hath
been seen,